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in short, be better off than any hundred-per-cent Anglo-
Saxon worker in Pittsburg, Cleveland, or Detroit.
But if you cannot, by service, by name, by tradition—by
blood even—hitch on to some such family. . . . Well, then.
. . . Look out. . . . The shadow of the rope and the flicker
of the flame will be for you a continuously horrible back-
ground. And, alas, you will love her, your Deep South. . . .
Otherwise it costs little—or you could work your way—to
Liberia. Or to Paris, where there is no race feeling. Or to
Tarascon,  where  to-day  the   admirable, courteous,   and
efficient mayor is a negro. . . . Or, if you are on the
P.L.M. running down to Marseilles they will listen to your
political opinions with deference; they will lend you spare
cushions for your curled head; they will offer you wine to
drink from the mouths of their own bottles. . . . And let
their wives drink after you. . . . I have done that. . . .
Moi qui vous parle. . . . But that was for Senegalese lumps
of ivory speaking a French more exquisite than that of the
actors of the Comedie Frangaise* ... I don't want to be
Pharisaic. ... I have in my time gone through agonies
in the effort to prevent female members of my family from
shaking hands with the most cultivated negro of the United
States to-day, on a social occasion, . . . And, quite rightly,
it is at this moment (1936) on the cards that I may be killed
in an African quarrel. . . , Have you heard of Sanctions?
Perhaps it would have been better if I or you or the police-
man at the corner had discovered America. I don't think
that our first quest would have been a port from which
slaves could be exported. . , . And, if it could only have
been Sir Lancelot. . . .
§
It is insupportably hot in a large greyness. I don't know
where this great upper room is ... with an outlook
through tall, mournful windows on the cranes and gas-
containers of a bank that I know is holding off the Missis-
sippi. I have been speaking for an hour and three-quarters
defending New York. I am too tired to remember where
I am. It is a great room with a lot of hostile souls in it.
It is darkened—more darkened than a London room in

